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Mech a Death of the Reverend and Celebrated Mr: 7 
PETER FINALL, who belong to the Choirs of 
St. Parrick's and Chriſi-Church, and deparred this mortal 
Lite on . the * of this . 718. 
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þ Et Nameri innameri ſimul omnes collacr/ werunt. "6 Plaut. 
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' BEP ew ry Eye, er Tongue deplore, 
Our PURC ELT's Levy To BA is no more 
2 Ils ev'ry Lyre to Finall's Praiſe unſtrung, 
: | Whoſe tuneful Voice ſo oft his Maker Sung? 
be Lukewarm Muſe has been inſpir'd by you, 5 
And ſhall the Muſe to thee refuſe thy due? 
- — Orpheas the Rocks inanimate did charm , 
--Bur you the Atheiſts colder Breaſt could warm; 
When thou thy Voice haft lifted to the Lord, 
The trembling Atbheiſt hath his God adoi'd, 
In mournful Notes if you your Sins conſeſs ci, : 
His Heart has melted in his Conſcious Breaſt. 
Weep ev'ry Eye, and ev'ry Tongue deplore, ' 
Our Purcell's dead, and Finall is no more. f 
Timotheus did the Grecian Youth controul, 1 
"And rule the Motions of his troubled Soul, _ 
With martial Rage now warm'd his riſing Breaſt, 
Now melted into Love his Royal Guelt : E 
The Various ſtrings did various Thoughts inſpire, 
Noi leſs my Voice could do, than did his Lyre. 
How has Divine Cecilia bluſh'd to ſee 
So juſt a Rival of herſelf in Thee? | 
When you have Sung, She hath miſtook the Key, 
And her ſwift Fingers have forgot to play. 
Weep ev'ry Eye, and ev'r Tongue deplore 
Our Purcells Dead, and Finall is no vn. ; : 
That Voice, which prais'd on Earth his God fo well, 
Shall now among th immortal Quire exce!), | 
And He among th' Angelick Hoſt ſhall ſhine; 
Wo here 5 ev Breaſt with Love Divine. 
For Him ſhall S WI E T, for Him ſhall — grie vet | 
And Eavy to his Merits Praiſes give; | 
But would the Reader his juſt Merits know, ; 
Finall muſt live, tor he 2 can ſhow. | 
"Weep ev'ry Eye, and ev'ry Tongue deplore, 
- Our Parcel; Dead, and Final is no more. 
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